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the avenues of joy. 

By Madeline MacEacharn. 

The mo ther sat watching and waiting while the child played 
lath The flowers of earth. At last the flowers drooped and 

died which made the child weep bitterly. 

i wish there were flowers that never die ! he cried, and 
immediately the words were uttered, a hand gently touched 
his eyes. Looking up, he beheld an angel standing beside 
him The angel looked compassionately upon him, while 
with one hand he wiped the tears away and with the other 
pointed to a door which the child had never yet seen, although 
a i, .. a Keen fllwnvs near him. The angel was called the Spirit 


■of Life. 

“ Mother, what golden door is that ? he asked , and the 

mother smiled as she answered : — 

“That door, my child, is called the Power of Faith.” 

“ What is on the other side of the door, mother ? ” 

“ The Garden of Faith.” 

“ Oh, do let me go inside ! ” 

“ Come ! ” said the mother, and she walked towards the 
golden door, holding the child’s hand, taking a golden key 
from her pocket, she turned it in the lock and the door swung 
gently open. The child ran in and the mother followed. 

“ Oh, what a lovely garden ! ” he exclaimed. “ Why did 
you never bring me here before, mother ? ” 

“ Because you did not see the door. I waited till your eyes 
were turned towards it.” 

“ Mother, all the flowers in this garden are white. Are they 
not beautiful! Tell me what they are called.” 

“ These are the Flowers of Faith, and the most beautiful one 
amongst them is called the Flower of Prayer.” 

There was silence, while the child looked and pondered. 
“Mother,” he asked at length, “who made this beautiful 
garden ? ” 

“ God.” 


“ For whom ? ” 
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“ For us.” 

“ Why ? ” 

<t because we are His children and He loves us.” 
Does He love me ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Even when I’m naught v ? ” 

“Yes.” ' ‘ 


“Then I must be good always. 
know these things ? ” 

“ Because God sent His Son to 
taught us that God is love.” 


But, mother, how do you 
live and die for us and He 


Tell me about the Son, mother,” said the child, and the 
mother rested on a seat hewn out of the Rock of Faith in the 
midst of that garden of white flowers, and told him the storv 
of our Saviour’s life on earth. 

“ That is a beautiful story,” said the child when she had 
ended. “ I shall try and be like Jesus. But now, may I plav 
in the garden ? ” 

“ Bun,” said the mother, “ but you must be careful not to 
tread on any of the Flowers of Faith or they will not tell you 
any secrets.” 

The child played in the golden Sunshine of Faith until his 
little heart glowed. In the evening he ran back to his mother. 

“ Did the flowers tell you any secrets ? ” she asked. 

“ Yes, they told me of a door that leads to another lovely, 
lovely garden. Come and let us look for it ! ” 

“ I have the key of that door,” said the mother, “ and know 
the way. But first let us pick some of the Flowers of Faith.” 

“ Will it not hurt them, mother ? ” 

“ No, because they arc everlasting. But you must cherish 
them and keep them pure, and you must not lose one.” 

The child filled a basket with the spotless Flowers of Faith, 
and followed his mother along a sunny path that led to another 
golden door. 

“ What is written on this door, mother ? ” 

“ The Power of Dove,” she said, and at the touch of hei 
golden key, the door swung open, and they entered the Garden 
of Love. 

“ Oh mother ! ” cried the child. “ How very, very bright 
this garden is. See, all the flowers aie icd they lock 
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, „w» nink ' And what, beautiful, 

warm— and all the b °^!^ ies They look like flowers and 
beautiful birds ant i j like to live here always and 

stars that have wings _ I ^ould but mother ? » 

always. May ca are in the Garden of Love, 

i N °’ my H C if vou once caught one of the creatures living 
surely : an Fear int0 t i ie hearts of all, and trust in 

SS would depart until you had been cast out of the garden. 
Th’re was once a good and holy man who lived in tins garden, 

rolled St. Francis. . 

“ Tell me about him,” said the child, and the mother told 

him of many deeds of love that were done by that most 
holy and loving servant of Christ, and the child listened and 

learned. 

“ j have not told you all,” she added. When you have 
learned the language of the Flowers of Love, some of them 
which are called ‘ the little flowers of St. Francis ’ will tell you 
more. And now you will understand how it is that because 
St. Francis lived in this garden and planted these flowers, no 
creature here has ever since feared man. See, if I call, that 
swallow and that chaffinch will come and nestle in my lap, 
and the blue and silver butterfly will rest its fluttering wings 
on your outstretched hands.” And the mother called, and 
the swallow and chaffinch heard her and came, and as the 
butterfly alighted on the palm of the child’s hand, Love 
expelled Desire from his heart. Then, when the butterfly bad 
fluttered away, the child said — 

“ Mother, I should like some little boys and girls to play 
with” 

“ Listen ! ” said the mother, holding up her finger. 

He listened, and heard a ripple of childish laughter coming 
ever nearer. Presently a troop of golden-haired children 
danced into the garden. He ran to meet them and they 
danced round him, singing gaily as they showered the Flowers 
of Love upon him. And lo ! as the flowers fell to the ground, 
immediately they took root and sprang up more beautiful 
than ever. 

For many hours the children played in the Sunshine of Love 
together. Then the child found himself alone, and ran back 
to his mother. - 
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S'nucn-naired children,” he said 


a narrow path I nn liC ran off down 

doorway, hut the door shuThe^ I 2& 

Because you do not possess a kev T^n , 
door was like 2 ” P k y ' 7eU me what the 

I think it was made of iron it lnnkpri v 

but when you came close it was bright with diamondf^Do 
come and open it, mother ! ” s ' Do 

“ Ah ! ” said the mother, “ if vou saw the diamonds it is time 
we went Would you really „ke to follow the ch i ' ™ 
Yes,” said the child. 

“Have you kept the Flowers of Faith pure and have you 
learned the language of the Flowers of Love ? ” 

” Yes.” said the child. 

“ Tben 5 70U ma Y come. As well as the Flowers of Faith you 
must bring with you as many of the Flowers of Love as you can 
carry, especially the large one called Unselfishness. They are 
not heavy, and you will find they shine like stars when all 
else is dark, as do also the Flowers of Faith. Let us go.” 

“ Mother ’” asked th e child, as they walked towards the 
iron door, “ why had those children such bright faces ? ” 

‘ Because they wash every morning in the Fountain of 
Smiles.” 

“ May I do that too ? ” 

“ Yes. See, here is the fountain.” 

And the child plunged into the cool and sparkling water, 
and as he stepped out, behold, his face was radiant. Then 
they came to the iron door, which looked grim only to those 
who had not power to see the diamonds. 

This door is called the Power of Work,” said the mother, 
and again she used a golden key, and as the door opened they 
stepped out of the sunshine into a cool and shady avenue of 
trees. The child was awed and silent. 

“ All brave and noble men and women have loved this 
garden,” said the mother. 

“ Have they ? Then I will love it too. But it isn’t so 
bright as the others,” said the child, with a slight sigh. 

“ It grows brighter when you know it better. 

And then they came to an open space where many plots 
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, f + w P plots the child saw his companions 
were laid out, an a planting and weeding; but at 

of the Garden of Love, digging, p* ° 


child. 


one plot there was no c,...-. > ^ chiw 

« Tl,ey are Cultivating the plots of ground that God has 

“ntX' plot. As he passed. 

his Companions smiled and nodded but when he paused to 
speak they pointed to their plot, for well they knew that 
Chatter scatters weeds in the Garden of Work. 

The child took up the Spade of Earnestness and delved 
for many hours, and, when his back ached, he worked with 
the Hoe of Perseverance. When he conld no longer see to 
work behold, he saw that the Flowers of Faith and of Love 
were shining around him, so that he found his way back to 

his mother without stumbling. 

“Mother,” he said, “I like this gar—” but before the 
sentence was ended he was sleeping the sleep of the w orker, 
on his mother’s lap. 

Next morning at sunrise he said — 

“ I must plant now my seeds.” 

“ Yes,” said the mother, “ they are here. They are called 
the Seeds of Opportunity, and it is a law of this garden that 
you must plant every one you find. Plant these now, else 
you will have no flowers.” 

The child seized the Seeds of Opportunity, and soon they 
were nestling in the well-prepared earth. 

“ And you must also plant some of the Flowers of Faith and 
of Love. You must never forget them." 

And the child planted these flowers also. 

“ Mother,” he said, “ I want them to grow at once" 

“That is impossible,” said the mother. “ You must water 
them every day with water from the Well of Patience, and 
guard them every night with the Eye of Watchfulness, and 
then, in time, they will spring up. And while you are waiting 
you must help to dig with others in the Common Plot of 
Kindness for those who are not strong enough to work for 
themselves. When you are weary you may run and play in 
the Gardens of Faith and Love for an hour, and bathe in the 
Fountain of Smiles.” 
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ter many days the flowers that the child had planted 
sprang up, and his heart was glad as he saw the fruit „f ht 
a ours. Then, as he looked, he grew serious 
“ Mother,” he said, “ I should like so much to understand 
how the flowers grew, and oh, there are so many, many other 

t mgs I want to know. Do you think there is a garden where 

l shall learn more ? ” 

Yes, said the mother. “ It is time we went. We have 
had a long sojourn here, and you are growing fast. Let us 
pass on, but remember to bring the flowers of your garden 
with you. You will need them all. Have you noticed that the 
more flowers you carry the lighter they seem ? That is because 
love and faith and work make your heart light.” 

And talking of many things the mother led the child through 
a glen, cool, green, and silent, until they arrived at a door 
studded with tiny gems of all forms and colours. 

“ Thi s door,” she said, “ is the Power of Thought, and it 
will open to those who bring with them the Flowers of Faith, 
Love and Work. Even then it opens slowly ” : and she turned 
the golden key in the heavy gem-laden door. 

“ Tt is very, very quiet,” said the child, as they entered 
the Garden of Thought, “ and see, mother ! all the flowers are 
closed ! and look how they droop their heads ! ” 

“ The Flowers of Thought droop their heads and close their 
petals because they do not wish to tell you any secrets yet.” 

“ When will they tell me any secrets, mother ? ” 

“ When they are sure that you love them, and when they 
know that you have listened to the voices of those who keep 
this garden.” 

“ Who are they who keep this garden ? ” 

“ One is called Meditation. He is the father of Wisdom. 
He is serious and dwells in the Woods of Solitude, which are 
a portion of this garden, and he will tell you many things 
of the garden you have already passed through, and of that 
mighty one you have yet to enter. 

“Another keeper is called Observation. ^ ou must never 
shut your eyes while he is talking, or some of the Flowers of 
Opportunity will wither. But if you keep your eyes open 
he will help you to find Truths, sleeping in the petals of daisies, 
or hiding in diamonds of dew. 
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The third keeper is called Knowledge. He knows every- 
everything and been everywhere. He appears 


‘ hing - ’’/to TVut when he finds out you can work with the 
Tol o Earnestness and Perseverance he will sntile, and tell 
you many beautiful stories of noble men and women. He 
Will teach you to read what the great and wise have said, 
and show you beautiful pictures from the Land of Art . Indeed, 
my child,' you will find knowledge such a very charming 
teacher that you must be careful not to neglect to listen to 
Meditation and Observation also. Above all, you must tend 
with reverence the Flowers of Faith and Love.” 

And for many years the child lived in the Garden of Thought, 
and did as his mother had told him to do, and he grew daily 
in strength and beauty. One by one the Flowers of Thought 
opened to him and they became his own. 

5fj ^ 

As he wandered dreamily through the garden one day, 
he saw a dazzling door, which had hitherto been hid by the 
Creepers of Ignorance, and he realised that he was now a 
youth, standing on the threshold of the Garden of Life. 

“ Mother,” he said, “ will you give me the key of the Door 
of Life. I can open it myself.” And the mother gave up 
the key, for she knew that the inevitable had come. 

“Take it!” she said, “and go, my son.” 

“ Shall you not come too, mother ? ” 

“ No. It is best you should go alone. I do not fear for 
you, for have you not dwelt in those Avenues of Joy, the 
Gardens of Faith, Love, Work and Thought ! If you keep the 
flowers of those gardens pure, and plant seeds wherever you 
go, you will find that the Garden of Life grows, day by day, 
and year by year, more beautiful, in spite of many thorns.” 
And as the youth walked towards the Door of Life alone, 
the mother pressed the Flower of Prayer to her heart. 
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THACKERAY. 

By E. A. Smith. 


William Makepeace Thackeray was born at Calcutta on 
the 18th July, 1811. His father and grandfather were Indian 
Civil servants. His mother was only nineteen when her 
son was born and in 1 81 G she was left a widow. When a 
child 1 hackeray was brought over from India and sent to 
Charterhouse. Of his life and doings there his friend and 
■school-fellow, George Venables, writes : “ My recollection of 
him though fresh enough does not furnish much material 


for biography. He came to school a pretty, gentle, and 
rather timid boy. I think his experience there was not 
generally pleasant. Though he had afterwards a scholar-like 
knowledge of Latin, he did not attain distinction in the school, 
and I should think that the character of the headmaster, 
Dr. Russell, which was vigorous, unsympathetic and stern, 
though not severe, was uncongenial to his own. With the 
boys who knew him Thackeray was popular, but he had no 
skill in games and, I think, no taste for them. He was already 
known by his faculty for making verses, chiefly parodies. 
When I knew him better in later years, I thought I could 
recognise the sensitive nature which he had as a boy. His 
change of retrospective feeling about his schooldays was 
very characteristic. In his earlier days he always spoke 
of Charterhouse as Slaughter House. As he became famous 
and prosperous, his memory softened and Slaughter House 
was changed into Grey Friars, where Colonel Newcome ended 
his life.” 

When he was eighteen Thackeray went to Trinity College, 
Cambridge. Here he had no doubt some hand in the writing 


f* Our readers may remember our note about “ Scale How Tuesdays," m the 
Parents’ Review for September, 1903. It is the custom at the House o 
Education for one or another student to read an appreciation ot >onn ta\ ourite 
author or composer, illustrated by extracts or compositions read or performe 

by some of those present. The information is of course gatherer 'J* . 

sources. We venture to think that this should be a p easan cus ' 
families ; so a series will be published month by month in or, a ° would 
our readers with the plan. Even the younger members of a fam.h would 

enjoy taking part in the readings. — Ed.] 


